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THE RAGING WIND.

Tho xcphyr fn h trontlo thlnjr.
The dot'i tireoo in a tioaoty.

Ami wind tt very uf'Tiil while
Performing of its duty,

Thn air t hnt oftlv stir the leaves
Ih vory sweet and pooty,

Atil wlml p ijiilif roApeotalilo
W bllt-I- the liucnf duly.

Hut when It (rot Into a rwre.
Ami rlpft iinl nniin him) cut tor,

It low, down, and homo, too,
And strongest hulMniKi Hhittturn;

Tear up ynur tree find hurl your roof
Into ynur nelnhitor' RHnlun,

And IiIiiwk ymir wife Into the utreet,
And never wks your pardon;

Ocmollahe your nnrthweat wall,
l)lHiimiitl your iipw tallo.

And twit the front rMo of your house
Around to meet the ifiiblo

'Tift then you wish the frontlo breeze,
SoKoftly woot find pooty,

Would not fortvt ltd proper plnco
Nor leave its line of duty,

Huch as turn In it wind-mill- dryinjr clothe,
propelling whip, nillntr kite, and other
matter which ontrttmtu to tho comfort mid
hnpplneHfi uf uiHiikliul.

The jrront licence taken by tho wind Is all
that Justine the poet in this Indulircnce.

Imiiaiunjolis Journal,

A MOTHER'S VISION.

As they were dressing tho wee new
bnbv for her waiting arms the mother
passed into a sleep. It was a brief
sleep. When she woke her husband
came to herside. Perceiving asti'ange-nes- s

in her face, he bent over her with
a look of surprise. " What's the niatterP
You look like a materialized angel," ho
said.

44 Where is the baltv?" she asked.
" Tho little thing isn't quite rigged

yet," ho answered, trying to speak
lightly; he did not like tnoweirdness in
her faeo.

"Yes, she's all ready," tho nurse
amended, and the baby was brought and
laid in it's mother's bosom.

' Lucy!" she said, with indescribable
tenderness, cuddling her baby close.

"LucyP" repeated the husband: "you
have said all along that if a girl it was
to have your name."

"I know I did, but her name is
Ltuv."

"Why, what put Lucy Into your
headP There's not a Lucy in your fam-il- v

or mine. Do you like it better than
Mabel P"

" Mabel is prettier, but I'll tell you
about it some time," she said, in a tone
which dismissed the subject.

The next morning, after she had taken
her breakfast, she told her husband
this:

" When I fell away last night it was
not into a sleep 1 hud a vision. Thorc
was one instant of darkness, and then I
was in a snunv cemetery. It was in the
spring-tim- for over the fence bevond
the grass-plat- s I saw fruit trees in bloom
and tho red-bu- It.was our cemetery,
Mount Hope Cemetery. I knew the
gentle slopes and the winding roads
and the memorial-stone- s with their
familiar inscriptions. And there was
one, a marble headpiece, standing under
a small Norway pine, and on this I read,
' Lucy, second child of Marcus B. Gold-
en and his wife Mabel,' and then the
two dates, ' February 14, 1876,' and

five o'clock p. m., April 29, 1879.' The
first is the day of baby's birth; we shall
keep her three years, two months and
fifteen days; she will die at five
o'clock."

" Oh, nonsense!" said the husband,
laughing. "I couldn't have believed
you to be such a goose as to be fright-
ened by a dream.

"But, Mare," she said, in solemn re-

monstrance, "it was no dream: it was
all as vivid as the day. There was no
indistinctness: everything was as de-

fined as your face is this morning. It
was a vision. Marc a revelation of the
future. I know I shall see it again: I
shall some day see my shadow on the
grass lying beside tho shadow of the
Norway pine and of the marble head-
piece, just as I saw them in the vision,
and I shall reail those two inscriptions,
and I shall feel the agony of a mother
bereft of her child. Oh, Marc! this
agony is something indescribable: it has
gone from me now, but the memory
stays. When it comes to me in reality
it will not be strange: I shnll recognize
it."

Again the husband smiled.
She got hold of his hand. "Marc!

MareP she cried, "you must not treat
this with incredulity. In three years,
two months and fifteen days we shall
lose our Lucy: I know it. Now, if God
had appeared visibly to us and warned
us of this, what would bo our course?
What would you doP You would n

at onee to get all tho enjoyment
possible out of tho loan: you would
make it your study that the little life
should be happy. And this is what we
are to do. Marc. We must see to it
that she never has a pain if we can
help it, and we must get all tho good
we can from her stay. Now, Marc, you
must not look that way," she con-
tinued, in earnest entreaty: " I caunot
have you slight tho warning."

" Why, Mabel, in the insecurity of
our hold upon any earthly good wo
have a constant warning to make the
most of it."

"Yes," sho said, "but we do not
make the insecurity real: it is vague to
us; it is doubtful; there are more chances
for us than against us. But now we
are warned: in three years and two and
a half mouths God wdl take our baby: I
know it. Be persuaded, Marc, and let
us do with the child as wo shall wish
wo had done when we stand, beside the
little grave. Now, bring her to me: I
must keep her always with me."

With a grasping, teuder awe, as
though the little lifo was already slip-
ping from hers, the mother received the
child. She studied the face with a long,
steadfast gaze, such as We give to a face
we may never see again. " I want,"
she said, " to stamp it upon my mem-
ory, the face with which she came to
me,"

"Here's Tommy, come to see his 'itty
sitter," said the father, in a cheerful
tone; he hoped to exorcise the ghostly
fancies from Mabel's mind.

Tommy was a burly fellow, with the
judgment usual to boys of three and
thereabouts. ltn a lautrnmg snout ne
pulled himself up by the clothes on to
the bed, and iu purely animal delight
threw himself on the baby and squoezed
her hard. The feeble little being re-

sponded by a cry of pain. It hurt the
mother's heart to the quick; so soon had
she failed to shield the devoted child!
With swift, unmeaning resentment she
ordered Tommy to be taken from the
room, heedless of his pleadings, while
she brooded the baby, laying it against
her face and in her bosom. But when
the baby cries were hushed she had
Tommy brought back, bethinking her
that he must not be sot against the ba-

by: he must be trained to love her; to
get all the good possible from their loan,

to lay by sweet memories of her to which
the spirit could turn through life fur re-
freshment, Hho kissed his d

face, and had him kiss baby's tills, and
told him that he must love the litlle sis-

ter better than all the world besides.
Only in necessity would she suffer her

baby to be taken from her side, but
hung over It with a reverent kind of
love, as for one already heaven-bespoke-

At every wakine her thoughts
Hew first to baby, and her hand went
out with loving touch, and then the lit-

tle one's face was laid against hers.
And when the mother on the third

morning felt an unmistakable closing of
the warm lips, and heard tho low, soft
swallowing, sho lay bock with closed
lids, and under them came great thank-
ful tear. And in Marc's eyes were an-

swering tears.
When tho baby was a week old tho

mother insisted on having its picture
talum. The same day she entered on
the first page of " Lucy's Diary," " A
week of precious time is gone; one hun-
dred and sixty-si- x weeks and one day
are left. Every day since she came has
been a joy to mo. Sho does not notice
any yet, but there Is such sweetness in
ministering to her helolessness! When
Marc holds her feet to the fire she works
her toes as if in satisfaction; it must be
that sho en joys tho warmth. I know
sho en joys the nursing. Dear Lord, I
thank Then that I may get thus near to
her that sho may build her life from
mine."

From this time on, day by day to the
last week, was recorded tho story of
the child's unfolding. Perhaps such
another story was never written. It
noted every perceptible change tho
clearing of the skin; tho openingof the
fists; the first watching of the light; tho
first notice of the dancing shadows on
tho wall, and of tho bright colors; the
first smile; the growth of the hair; tho
first goo-go- the first laugh; the first
tooth, and each after one; every infant
sickness, every frolic; tho behavior
with each new toy. Then thero was the
story of the sitting alone, of the creep-
ing, of tho standing alone, of the walk-
ing by the chair, of the first unaided
walking. Kvcry pain that camo to the
little Lucy tho mother noted with

tears every sign of new
pleasure in the wee face was recorded
with thankful words.

Through the wholo minuto record
there ran an evident soliciludo to put
some mark upon each day to so indi-
vidualize it that it might bo identified
in a review. And with each day's rec-
ord were entered tho pitiless figures
which told what of tho little life re-

mained.
On F'ehruary 14, 1877, the mother

wrote: "One year old nearly
one-thir- d of the precious time is spent.
She is sleeping besido me. I have shut
Tommy out, that he may not disturb
her: I hear him crying for me. It gives
mo something of a heartache to lock
the door against him, but I must give
myself to her now. When she has gone
I will make it up to Tommy. Wo had
her tenth picture taken Sho
sat on my lap, with the dear head lean-
ing against my palm, and tho sweet,
wondering eyes watching the violin
which the operator played. The picture
is excellent, but I miss the exquisite col-

oring tho palo-ros- o complexion, the
bluo eyes, and the hair unlike in color
any other I ever saw like the yellow
of threshed wheat. Nothing could be
more beautiful than her sleeping face at
this moment. I bogrudgo the time that
my eyes must bo drawn from its beauty
to this writing."

" March 2, 1877. I have such terri-
ble times with Marc! He has never ac
cepted the vision, and has been all along
trying to got my mind away from it. Ho
has proposed a trip to California and a
Southern tour, and now he is bent on
going abroad for three years; but I will
never, never consont to scatter the pre-
cious time in strange towns and foreign
hotels and along meaningless lines of
travel. My homo, tho familiar objects
with which my life is to bo passed with
these I must associate h-- : these must
help me to reproduce her life."

"April 8, 1877. Lucy spoke her
first word and, 6 dear God! 1

thank Thee that it was ' mamma.' It
was perfectly spoken, and three times
repeated. I try to withdraw myself
from everything else and give all my
thoughts to baby; but Maro is so un-
reasonable as to complain of this
that his comfort is neglected, and Tom-
my's. So I live in a perpetual conflict.
I want them to get the good of her, to
get sweet memories of her to keep
through life, but Tommy is so strong
and rough that I dare not trust him
near her. Marc frets that she comes
between mo and Tommy, and so he neg-
lects Lucy, and indulges Tommy until
the boy is almost rumed."

"April 21, 1878. Just one year left!
It frightens me to think how her life is
rooted in mine. If hers is torn away
mine must perish. 1 hint thought Unit,
being wurned, I should get my mind
familiarized with the idea of losing her,
and that my heart would becoiuo acqui-
escent ; but every dav I hold her oloser,
every day the thought of parting seems
deeper agony."

May 3, 1878. Yesterday I went with
Marc and baby to the cemetery: Tom-
my was left with the sewing-gir- l. He
teases Lucy, and orosses her and frets
her: he is a constant interruption of my
enjoyment in her. Wo rodo miles
along the road before I found the spot;
but F recognized it tho moment I came
to it. Tho Norway pine, the peculiar
slope, the neighboring enclosures, were
all familiar. It is too terrible to write
here tho agony to feel the clinging
warmth of the little hand, to look into
her bright face, to hear her innocent
prattle, and then to see the very spot
where all her sweetness must in one
year be buried away. Oh, it seemed
that my poor heart must break. I cried
till I thought I could never stop. I had
argued that the vision was sent in mer-
cy, in order that I might fill every hour
of her life with pleasure, and might
take all the sweetness a baby may give
to its mother; but my devotion to nor,
the ever-prese- thought of her, Ihe
laying away, tho hoarding in my heart,
of all her words and ways ah me! ah
me! it is like absorbing her being into
mine, like makingher life mv life. Once
I was thankful for the warning: now it
shadows my wholo life. I would that
I had been dealt with after tlie usual
plan that God had hid the future from
me!

"June 8, 1878. This is Tommy's
birthday. I have not selected any
present for him; I could not take Lucy
out yesterday, and would not leave
her. Mare is to get something for him;
he is. easily pleased. Patience, poor
Tommy! In eight months and three
weeks it will be your turn.

"I had a pang Baby was
sleeping beside me, when I heard a cry
ironi lummy. 1 hurried out to mm,
but found there was nothing the matter
except that he had climbed to the gate-
post and could not get down. When I
returned to Lucy the poor de.w was
sitting up crying for me, and much
frightened. For the first time in her
lifo she had waked without finding me.

Her cry smote me like a cry from the,
grave."

"Ortolier 2, IH7H.1 come from a
terrible hour. I must try to forgive
Marc, for he has never accepted the
vision as a revelation has never be-
lieved that it was anything but a dream.
He has always opposed my course with
baby, ami he pains me by using her as
he does Tommy, making no ilifTercnoe
except for her age. She is now sob-
bing in her sleep from her father's dis-
cipline."

This is tho story of that painful hour:
The children had each an orange. Lucy
ato hers, and then snatched at Tom-
my's, and cried for It. The baby-crie- s

smote upon the mother's heart Bnd un-
nerved her. In an excited way, eagerly
intent on soothing Lucy, sho began
coaxing Tommy to give his orange to
his Bister. Tommy refused, anil the
mother was about to force it from hiin
when Marc interposed, speaking qui-
etly anil firmly. "Mabel, you must
not do that," he said. "You would
injure both child.cn; you would culti-
vate baby's selfishness, and you would
confuse Tommy's ideas of justice and
weaken his faith in you."

"Oh," cried tho mother with pa-
thetic besoechnicnt, "how can you
speak about her in this d

way, when in six months we aro to see
her dead?"

"I do not believe this," said Marc;
"but even if I did know that she was
to dio in six months I should want tho
child rightly disciplined. I think her
faeo in the next world will be influenced
by her training in this."

" I'm glad she's going to be deaded,"
said Tommy, who vividly realized that
tho baby was a discomfort in his lifo.
"And you'll bo covered up in a big
hole," lie added, turning to his sister.

"I won't! I won't!" cried Lucy in
passionate protest. " I won't be tovered
in a bid hole: will me. mamma?"

Tears were running down the mother's
face. "I would dio for you, my heart,
my life!" cried the poor soul, "but I
can not help you."

Meanwhile, the littlo Lucy in child-
ish rage spit in Tommy's face and threw
a china doll into it. Marc picked up
the little passion-swolle- girl, went in-
to tho next room and locked himself in
with her.

" Ho is going to punish her' thought
the alarmed mother, " It is sacrilege!
llcr's is sacred flesh it is angel's flesh!
Ho will punish her, and then when she
is gone ho will break his heart over it.

Sho went swiftly to tho door, as one
would fly to avert disaster. She begged
to bo let in; sho ordered the door
opened. He made, no reply. " I warn
you, Marc," she said, "that if you
strike her 1 will never forgive it."

Sho heard the little Lucy passionately
crying, " Mamma! mamma! I wants my
mamma! I wants my mamma! I wants
ber so hard! Papa, Lucy loves hiamma
so bad! I Iovcb my mamma so bad!"

And then sho heard with burning
heart Marc's reply: "You must stay in
here, away from mamma, because you
spit in Tommy'sfacc and struck Tommy.
You must stay in here, away from
mamma, till you stop crying itay in
here till you are good. Wlien you stop
crying you may go to mamma. There,
now! be good stop crying."

In spite of his tender tono Mabel's
heart was resentful. Tommy had fol-
lowed her to the door, and was now
pulling at her skirts and hand. Almost
roughly she put him away.

"I wants Tommy's orange; Lucy
likes um so bad," pleaded the sobbing
baby

"No, you can't have Tommy's or- -
ango; you had one," said the father.

" Yes, she may have it, papa," Tom-
my called through the keyhole. He
had been habituated to givinguptoher,
and had begun to learn a little of the
sweetness of l.

Mabel felt a sudden
toward hor boy; she reached out for the
littlo hand and drew him
nearer.

Soon after tho sobbing on the other
side was hushed; there were sonic
soothing words from Marc, and then he
came out with the baby. The mother's
arms were openod; Lucy fell into them,
and laid the wet face on its old resting-plac- e.

" Baby may have it," said the littlo
brother, holding out tho orange.

Jucy reached both hands lor it,, and
a bright smile broke over tho liquid
face.

Then Mabel, pressing the child close,
went KW&V with her. A hlimlrei) times
she kissed the dimpled llcsh, the angel
uesu, in a passion ox tenderness, in a
rapture of pain.

While resenting Marc's action with
the child, it was a serious suggestion to
u..- -. irn..l.l .l ,.i.:i.l:.i.licit iviriuu uii!utciiioii, cuiiuiaii pus--
sion, unchecked selfishness, show their
tracery on tho spirit in tho hereafter?
Would discipline Of it he child here bet-
ter fit her for the coming lifeP Would
it be a gain for the spirit there to take
lessons in hereP For days
these questions tore at the mother's
heart, breaking its devotion, so sad, so
sweet, to the child. At length she de-

cided: " I will not inlliet certain pain
on my baby for a probable good. 1 will
go on filling, if I may, her brief days
with happiness."

It was with this feeling that she be-

gan the preparations for baby's Christ-
mas. The child was now at that age so
enchanting to its watchful lovers, when
all its walk is anion" wonders, and it is
seeking tho keys and asking them of all
about it.

" It will be hor last Christmas!" the
mother said us l)ie festival drew near.

Maro rose up nt these words witli a
gesture of impatient remonstrance.

" Now don t, pieaso," she hurried to
add. " I know what I say. Marc: it
will be her last Christmas, and we must
bring together ull the Christmas de-

lights. She must hang up her stocking
on Christmas Eve: on Christmas Day
we will have a Santa Claus, and at
night a tree, the handsomest possible.
We must crowd the Christmas with joy
for her must make it so delightful to
hor that even amid tho bliss of heaven
she will remember her last Christmas
with gladness." The mother's jyalous
heart thrilled at the thought of making
it rival heaven In happiness.

Marc was always impatient with Ma-

bel's talk of her vision, and impatient
of any plans bearing on its realization.
He would always put in his protest,
laughingly or vehemently, hoping thus
to give a salutary jolt to tho morbid
fancy, and also because be was deter-
mined to keep his heart set against her
fancy.

But, on the other baud, he had never
felt satisfied as to the best way of meet-
ing Mabel's possession. To oppose it
to a practical final issue might be to in-

tensify the idea; and besides, in the
face of his resolve not to heed the
warning,' the fear was for ever dogging
him that Mabel might be right. So set
were her oouviotions that the only alter-
native from this fear was a conclusion
hardly more tolerable to Mare that her
mind was diseased. So on the present
occasion, after making his protest, he
proceeded to fall in with her plans for

Christmas - her plans for making it a
gre nt joy for baby.

The mother's plans did not miscarry:
tl hild discerned Hsnta Clans in all
that she saw and heard. It. was some-
thing to be remembered the baby air
of mystery as she went tiptoeing Into
tho softly-llghte- d parlor to hang her
stocking on the door-kno- and then the
swift, run back to mam-
ma in the sitting-room- , and tho wild
glee and g at the successful
accomplishment of the mysterious rite.
Tommy, too, of his own motion, hitng
his stocking, but his captivating air of
heroic daring, of patronizing protection
toward the baby-gir- l, anil his awe of the
mysterious all this the mother missed
In her absorbed watch over Lucy.

The next morning all tho house con-
gregated to witness baby's opening of
the stocking. It was her wide eyes,
her wonder-word- her innocent delight,
which engaged tho attention ond made
the delight of all the others. And when
they returned from tho break fast-roo-

it was not the littlo, grotesque saint sit-
ting by tho grate which everybody
studied: it was the wondering," halt
frightened baby face. And when, at
night, the double doors glided apart, it
was not the marvellous glittering Christ-
mas tree which chained the interest, or
the mysterious, far-o- tinkling bells
ringing cllin music: it was the little
soul locking out of baby's eyes, speak-
ing from baby's lips, which entranced.
As for Tommy, thrilled, enraptured boy,
ho was hardly noticed.

On the day after Christmas, baby
again sat for her picture.

"Mayn't I go, mamma?" Tommy
hod said: "mayn't I have my picture
taken? Baby "has hers taken all the
time."

"Soma day, you may," said mamma,
" but not now. Some day you may go
with papa."

Tommy sho was to have always
babv for onlv four months more. She
could not afford to have her study in-
terrupted: sho must be able to repro-
duce all the udfolding, to o all the
sweet lifo.

The next day baby was sick.
"She is very ill," said Mabel.
This startled Mare: she had never

been ill before. " We must havo the
doctor at once," he said.

"Of course we must," the mother
replied: "everything must bij done
that can add ta herconifort."

" It is a sharp attack," the doctor
said; "it looks now like double pneu-
monia."

This it proved to bo. Maro thought
tho child must dio; tho doctor at one
stage said that she could not live. Ma-
bel through the whole worked and
watched with tireless devotion, but it
was to still the moans, to ease tho
breathing, to rest the worn little body,
to cool the dry mouth, to tempt the
feeble appetite; it was not to save the
child's life. At the worst moment she
did not fear death for hor darling.
"She will not dio till April 2&th," she
said over and over. "This sickness
may drag on till then, but I am not ex-

pecting Death to como in this way."
Day and night for weeks the watch-

ing and the nursing went on, and then
the turning-poi- was passed, and Lucy
was nursed back past her birthday,
past tho bleak March. to health ami
strength. "Only," said the mother,
weeping, " that she may be ready to
die!''

The spring opened early. Through
tho ineffable sauness Mabel had a vivid,
a preternatural realization of the
abounding lifo about her. She could
not get away from the carnival of life;
she heard and saw when she would not;
and all the gladness was only sad, only
mocking to her poor heart. She felt
an unreasoning resentment against the
joyous life, aud this while seeking to
withdraw from all else to the child.
Marc's and Tommy's comfort was left
to chance. The mother lived and
moved in the little Lucy. During this
month the entries in the diary were
brief, like, for instance, this on April
21: "Yesterday I found little time to
write: sho slept only half an hour, and
in that time my breaking heart could
do nothing but cry to Heaven for
mercy! mercy! Tommy camo to tho
door and waked her. He had got a
thorn under his nail, and wanted his
mother. It will soon be his turn to be
mothered: ho has only eight more days
to wait."

This week was ono of prayer and al-

most tearless grief. Sunday was the
twenty-sovent- Maro made ready to
go to church. Ho would havo been
grateful for a day at home, for he was
heavy of heart, but he feared to give
iu to Mabel's " whim," as he had al-

ways called it feared the effect on h,or
strained mind.

"I should think," Mabel said, "that
you would want to spend the last Sab-
bath with her?"

With a cheerful smile he took up tho
little Lucy and set her on the piano:
" Look what a picture of health she
is! Do you think that in two days she
can sicken and dieP As for any acci-
dental death, you keop her always with
you; there is little occasion to tear ac-

cident. How is the death to come P"
" I have imagined it in every shape.

This waiting for the sword to fall is
agony; it seems to me that I shall bo
glad "when it is all over."

"On Monday, the twenty-eighth- ,"

Mabel said, with a kind of exaltation.
Mare, we shall have an

angel. Stay by mo You and
Tommy and I must stay with her; you
must help me to catch and to keep the
picture of her life on this day, that we
may be ablo'to recall all her words and
all she does."

And Marc, trying to laugh at tho
folly, but trembling and heavy-hearte-

staved.
The twenty-nint- h came an ethereal

day of ineffable charms. Tho home
was in perfect order. While the baby
was yet sleeping Mabel had bathed and
dressed and placed an in
her hair. Then she had gone about
the house arranging the plants and
flowers. Shutters and curtains were
adjusted for the harmonious mingling
of light and shade. She ordered that
Tommy should be bathed and dressed
in fresh linen. It was as though they
were making ready for a marriage-festiva- l.

Then Lucy woke. With tenderness
indescribable Mablo bathed hor baby
for the sacrifice; with frantic, clinging
arms she hugged the glowing, beautiful
unclad body to her dizzy heart;
with passionate lips she kissed the
naked feet, the dimpled knees, the
hands, the sweet throat, tho warm,
laughing, prattling mouth, till the baby
said in protest, " You love me to hard.
mamma." With trembling, lingering
fingers she curled the yellow hair. And
then there were put on the garments in
which Death was to meet her, the poor
mother-hea- rt feeling ny turns frantic
protest, abysmal sadness, crushing awe,
rapture of exaltHtion.

Maro tried to show a cheerful front,
but the heaviness of death was upon
him, and he early gave up the struggle
to seem light.

" I will keep her in my sight all day,"

he thought: " if watchfulness can save
her, she shall not die. It would be al-

most miraculous for her to die
he said as tho hours wore on. She is
in perfect health: every instant she is in
your arms or on your knee, right here
in onr sight."

"Don't, Marc, waste the precious
moments in speculating as to how it is
to come about. (Jet all the sweetness
out of them that is possible."

The sad minutes mi lted away, and
when but seven remained the restless
little feet were yet pattering, the blue
eyes were laughing, the litlle mouth
was prattling. Baby sat on the moth-
er's knee; Tomtry, wearv of the somber
atmosphere, had slipped from the room,
and was unmlssed; Marc sat by in the
silence of a dread he could not shake
off; the mother's soul was strained in
agony, yet hearing the great clock in
the next room slowly ticking.

Marc took out his watch and held it
open in his palm. "Three minutes to
five," ho said.

"Letnmo hear it tick, papa," said
Lucy, trying togetofl the mother's knee.

" Sit with mamma, sweet blessing,"
the mother said, with such beseeching
tenderness that Marc's eyes filled with
tears, adding to her heart, "She must
be in my arms when Death com; I
must help her meet the terror."

" I want to hear it talk," the child
persisted, struggling to get down and
beginning to cry.

'Mamma will show you her watch,"
said the poor mother, in a terror at
having the child crossed in its last
minute, while yet all her soul was press-
ing close to help and sustain the little
one in the supreme moment.

In that instant .Marc spoke: "There!
it is five o'clock! The time is up; let
her come to me."

The child stopped crying. Mabel
felt at her heart a cool, indefinable
something; it was as though all weight
had been dropped out of her being and
she was about to soar.

Luey slipped away from her, and
then footsteps were heard in the hull
advancing, and voices repressed, but
with passion in them. There was sonic
dreacl meaning in it all; perchance
Marc's watch was fast that her baby
hail not escaped, that this meant the
oncoming fate.

In the doorway stood a man, her
neighbor. He bore in his arms a limn
ooiiy, a utile Doy s. ine clothes were
wet, tlfe head was dripping. " It is
your boy. Marc little Tommy; he is
drowned. 1 picked him up in the creek
Dacit oi my yard."

No sound passed Mabel's lips, pallid
as wax, but the mother's soul was
shrieking: " Oh, I could have given her
up: ror three years 1 have been getting
ready to let her go; my hold was almost
loosed. I could have let her iro. But
Tommy, my boy! my poor little slighted
.loiuiiiyi my nrst Daoy: uu, not mm!
not him!" She stretched out her arms
toward her drowned boy. " It has
killed me!" she cried, and then she fell
senseless on the floor. Neighbors came
pouring in; two, three, four doctors were
brought. Again and again was she
brought back to face the terrible reality.
but they could not hold her conscious-
ness. Swoon followed swoon; life
seemed bent on getting away from all
their efforts.

" Her snirit is tn-itii-r In irot In Turn.
ray's," the mothers sai3, weeping.

Then from the group about tho boy
there came words that thrilled all the
hearts: "Thero! did you see that?"
was the cry. "Ho gasped! he's alive!
he's coming to!"

Tho workers bv Mabel's side repeat
ed the electrical words: " He's alive!
he's alive! Tell her! quick! Bring
her back once more and tell her that
Tommy's coming to that her boy's
alive!"

And with the strensth which comes
of hope they worked, tho two bands of
faithful souls.

And when that poor sinking spirit
again wag above the flood the rope was
thrown to it: " Tommy's alive! Tommy
is saved! Mabel, do you hear? Tom-
my lives!" And' it was from Marc,
Kneeling, weeping by hor side, tom-
my is living!" that her sinkinc spirit
caught this, held to it, and drew itself
up from tho waves of death. Sarah
Winter Kellogg, in LippincoW t Maga
zine.

The First English Pottery Craze.

It seems a little strange that amid all
the fervor of the pottery crazo, which
is now so universal, none of the luna-
tics if we may use that word in a per-
fectly inoffensive sense havo taken any
steps toward acknowledging to whom
our motherland England, and hence in-

directly America, is indebted primarily
for that form of artistic perception
which makes pottery in various shapes
so important a feature of contemporary
decoration. There can be no dispute
as to the person to whom this tribute
should be paid, for we read as follows
in Macaulay: "Mary (William's wife,
of course) had acquired at the Hague a
taste for the porcelain of China, and
amused herself by forming at Hampton
a vast collection of hideous images and
of vases on which houses, trees, Dridges
and mandarins were depicted in out-
rageous defiance of all laws of perspec-
tive. Tho fashion a frivolous and in-

elegant fashion, it must be owned
which was thus set by the Queen spread
fast and wide. In a few years almost
over' house in the kingdom contained a
museum of these grotesque baubles.
Even statesmen and Generals were not
ashamed to he renowned as judges of
teapots and dragons; and satirists long
continued to repeat that a line lady
valued her mottled green pottery quite
as much as she valued her monkey, and
much more than she valued her hus-
band."

This extract is very interesting for
two reasons, in the nrst place it ex-
plains that the pottery craze is a con-
tagion imported by the Dutch. In the
second pluce it shows that, prevalent as
was the infection in courtly circles in
England near the close of the seven-
teenth century, it had so completely
died out there by the year 1849 that
Macaulay who as the frequent guest
at tho Queen's palace and at Holland
House would have seon any existing
manifestations of it did not hesitate to
designate as "frivolous and inelegant"
the love for old pottery which was man-
ifested by a Queen whom he admired
so much as he did Mary.

This leads to the manifest question,
How long in the future will it be before
the work of collecting old notterv will
again be considered " frivolous and in-

elegant? As we have not reached the
time when monkeys share the adora-
tion of the blue cracked cup perhaps
the decline or the craze is not immi-
nent. N. T. Post.

A victim of domestic infelicitv.
who is in the habit of dreaming, should
never go to sleep in church. A congre-
gation near Quincy was somewhat
startled last &aotath when a venerable
member excitedly veiled, " Here novy
drop the skillet, old woman!" Quincy
Modern Argo.
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Jfarri't Tom hrutti in Xuniery.

HOW UNCLE TOM RAN AWAY.

A TRUE STORY.

a my
nephew and I were setting on

the nig in front of tlie lire. Frank"was
stretched out full length on th soft,
white fur. I, in my own particular
chair, sat patiently awaiting the re-
quest for "a story," which I knew
would be very sure to come sooner or
later.

" Make it a real true one, auntie," he
said, at last, planting his chin on his
brown hands, and gazing straight into
the burning coals.

" When your L'ncle Torn and I were
children," began I, slowly, "we were
ever such good friends; and although I
am eight years older than he, we were
always together. My pleasure was nev-
er real unless Tom shared it, too. Taf-
fy w as not sweet, nor even my peanuts
good unless Tom had some; half my
goodies were always saved for him.

" but Tom's temper sometimes got
the better of him. and when provoked

but wait a little and you shall see
what happened to your big L'nole Tom
for letting his temper run away with
him.

" One afternoon a cold, cheerless,
rainy one like this, dear I sat looking
out the window at a poor little meadow
lark that stood shivering and wet on
the edge of the porch. I soon called
Tom to look too, but when I turned to
see if he was coming, and not knowing
he was so near me, 1 accidentally struck
him in the face with my elbow.

" 'Horrid, awkward thing, growled
Tom; and I received a blow from his
strong little fist which I am sorry to say
was not accidental. Mother had just
come in, and she saw the whole scene.
She made Tom sit alone on a sofa, away
from the window and the bird, till he
should grow d again. But
Tom was not to be soothed in any such
way, for he was really angry.

" ' Horrid, awkward, old thingP he
muttered again between his teeth. I
just won't Btay in the house with such a
girl! I'll run away, so I will. I'll run
away he added in a louder
voice, intending to attract my attention
and thinking to frighten me.

'"What's that?' said mother. 'Run
away from home, and

" Yes. and 1 am going right off now,
if Jen don't say she's sorry.' "

" Very well,1 said mother, looking
at me, aud seeing no signs of reuent-anc- e

in my face. ' You Know I allow
no one in my house to tell a Ik, so I
suppose I must say 'good-b- to you,
Tom '

" Up stairs to his room directly over-
head went the angry boy. We heard
him shake his long-save- d pennies out
of his tin bank, heard him pull out bu-

reau drawers, and then all was still,
till master Tom, flushed, angry, yet
calm, tramped down the stairs. He
said ' good-b- to all the family except
me, and started out' in the rain and
wind.

" I shall never forget how forlorn
the little fellow looked as he walked down
the path from the house to the barn. An
immense umbrella, old and torn, he tried
to hold over him with one hand, while
in the other he held a bundle, contain-
ing his best suit of clothes, clean shirt
and his pennies. No overcoat had he,
no rubbers, and only an old straw hat
which ho had pulled down over his
eyes.

"Bang! went tho front door after
him. Oo-o- o roared the wind as it fol-

lowed him! Splash! came down the
rain through his torn, worn umbrella;
and even the grim, tall cypress trees
swayed their dripping tops over the
path as he passed, as though they would
send down an extra shower on poor
Tom's head.

" Soon it grew dark. But no Tom re-

turned. Of course none of us thought
he would really go away. We supposed
the hottest of tempers would soon have
cooled in that night's storm.

"An hour passed; the darkness grew
blacker.

"l'oor Tom!' I thought. 'It's all
my fault, everv bit of it; and although
I was fourteen years old aud considered
myself quite a woman, 1 be;an to cry.

" But suddenly, much to my joy I
heard Tom's step on the porch. I was
about to rush out to meet him when my
mother stopped me.

' No. cnilit ' aniil she. firmlv.
! Thut n, inula tl.,, fwint ,1. 1,..U

rang then it was not Tom at all, I
thought.

" Mother went to the door, and there
indeed was Tom. Lifting his hat to her
in the most distantly polite manner, he
said:

'"Good evening, madame. Will
yon have the goodness to tell me the
shortest way to B ?'

" We wore then living at Alderwood,
in the country, and B was the
nearest railroad station.

" 'Oh, certainly,' mother said; 'take
the first road to the right-- B is
three miles from the tui uinir.'

" ' Thauk you,- madame,' came the
answer from Tom's proud lips; but his
moist eyes said plainly, I'm so sorry,
mamma.'

" He liftod his hat once more and

alked calmly down the porch, oil the
steps into the dark garden and among
the moaning cypress trees.

"wn, mother, mother, how could
ynnr 1 sobbed, no longer ashamed of
my tears. ' Tom will perish, 1 know
he will, and 1 and I.

"Jennie, my child,' said mother,
'do I not know best? Ami that an
swer was all I could get her to make.

was forg. tten; we all sat
gloomily around the lire. I was most
miserable. I could do nothing but
think how I loved Tom, and how lone-
ly it was without him. and how dreurv
he must be feeling.

' llut another hour had t eked its
slow wiy around the clock before' we
heard those steps on the norch airain.
Then the bell ranw airain. as before.
This time I went with mother to the
door. Tom was there. His hat was
gone hisumbrella, too his frowsy hair
was wet, ana his hands purple with cold:
but in a plucky voice he addressed
mother :

Pleaw toll me the nrice of a niirht's
lodging in I!.'41 gave a man fifty cents yesterday
that bouirht him both bed and supper.'

"Will you take me in here
asked Tom. 'lean nav von.' And ho
coolly showed mother his handful of
pennies.

no mother replied; we don t take
in tramps here. Perhaps they would at
Nichols across the road.'

' But,' said Tom, his little lips
tremliline ' I I love vou !'

"Mother slips trembled, too. 'That s
a very strange thing for a strange man to
say to me. What do yon mean, sir? And
then, somehow, she shut the door in
poor Tom's face."

"Oh, oh !" broke in Krank : 44 how
could she do it ! how could you let her,
auntie ! it was just meaner than O,
auntie, how mean it was !"

44 But by the time mother had gotten
back into the sittinsr-roo- and into her
chair, looking so pale, I began to un-
derstand that she was giving lier darling
boy a lesson but she nearly broke my
heart as well as Tom's and her own in
doing it.

Kight o'clock came, and with it fal- -
teringly, slowly, came Tom's step on
the porch. He rang the hell, but it
only tinkled feebly. This time we all
sprang to meet niru, mother leading us
and opening the door.

"Would you? sobbed poor, tired
Tom, would vou wotilil vou let me
come in and warm my poor little hands?
1 am Jennie, 1 am so sorry!'

44 In a minute, in a second, Tom was
folded in mother's arms, sobbing, re-
pentant, wet, drabbled yes, we were
all sobbing."

' Well, auntie," was Frank's com-
ment, " I think L'ncle Tom was just a
brir,k!" emphasizing the last word with
a thump of his clenched fist on the
white fur rug.

" No, I think mother was the brick'
as you say. At least all she ever after
that had to do to disperse' Tom's tem-tc-r.

was to say Does mv little bnv wish
to be taken at his word?' " Keltic A.
Hojikins, in e.

A Boy's Way to Success.

Every boy wishes to be successful:
and he thinks if he only could find a
sure road to success in any undertak-
ing, he would not hesitate to enter it.
It is the fear of failure at the last that
keens many from pushing on.

There are three qualities that will
insure success in any walk in life,
namely, ability, integrity and industry;
and though, at first sight, it may seem
as if the first of these must be a gift
and cannot be cultivated, you will find
it is a fact that every boy has ability,
if he only finds out in which line of
study or action it lies.

Ability is the power of doing a thing
well A boy should learn early that he
cannot have ability in everything: that
is, few boys have a great deal of gen-
eral ability. The first rule should be
that " whatever is worth doing at all is
worth doing well." A boy who does
his best in whatever ho undertakes will
soon find in what direction his
efforts meet with most marked success;
ahd, haying discovered that, let him
bond all his energies in that particular
branch of study or work. Better be a
first-cla- ss carpenter than a fourth rate
lawyer; a erood machinist than a poor
doctor.

But many boys cannot judge of their
own abilities, and the father, who
should study his son's peculiar temper-
ament and characteristics, gives them
little thought.

Don't give it up; be on the watch to
make a good friend, choose your asso-
ciates among those who aim high, not
as to money or social standing, but as
to learning and earnest Christian living.

A boy should have at least one friend,
several years his senior, who can guide
him to a choice of what branch of work
or study to set his best efforts to.

He will by earnest endeavor gain
ability, but let him guard well his in-

tegrity. This is more than truthful-
ness; it is wholehearledness.

A boy of integrity is like a stout,
staunch ship sailing through the ocean;
the waves may sway her from side to
side, but she remains whole and tirm.

Boys, make up your minds to be true.
If you have deceived, say so to yourself,
and say:

" By God's help, I'll stop short from
this day. I must earn an honorable
Dime, and I will.

And, at whatever cost to yourself, be
true; let no temptation spring a leak in
your heart.

Now, about mdustry. A hoy witn
good ability and integrity, even if he is
rather lazy and shiftless, will, perhaps,

f;et along, but what opportunities are
for usefulness! Boys, remember

that the most successful men have been
the most industrious. It is easy to
point out some rich men and say, 44 He
began as a poor boy." Yes, but ho
worked hard, year in and year out. '

One word about this industry. Don't
let it be simply being industrious to be
rich. Aim higher than riches. Store
your mind Willi gleanings from the best
writers: cultivate a taste for reading,
and let the success at which you aim
be the approval of a good conscience.
Kiehes are not to be despised, but it is
only when they are united to learning
and religion that they are to be envicdT

I wish boys would realize more that
every little event of their boyhood is
shaping their future character. The
boy wlio is more anxious to understand
perfectly what he learns than to appear
to make great progress, who cares
more for acquiring knowledge than to
shine as a student, will be a man of
more ability and integrity than one
who cares for mere surface show.
Baptint Weekly

It is estimated that the loss of
stock on the winter ranges in Idaho
and Eastern Oregon by reason of tho
late Bevere weather reaches nearly U

bead.

Every man endeavors with his ut-

most care to hide his poverty from
others, aud his idleness from himself.


